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4 SC E N E The Street before Sr 
| Timothy*s Houſe. 


| Enter Toby, diſenis'd lite an Exchange Girl 
l with a Band-boxs, 


Ich. XNTTETII.——ofall the croſs-grain'd 
E 2 old Fellows breathing, my Maſter's 
Sl Miſtreſs's Father is one of the molt 


1 | hard to be dealt withal; and there- 
| fore 'tis for a Man of my Parts to ſucceed in an Affair 

that has baffled the Wit of all my Fellow-Servants. I 
| | A 2 perſuaded 


4 De Valting Statue ; Or, 
perſuaded him, before he try'd his own Skill, to make 

Proof of mine, and l'II warrant Vil get the Letter to 

the Lady's Hands, if once I come near enough to touch 


dem. I have a ſtrange Inclination to Woman-Hunt- 
ing, ever ſince 1 clambei'd over the Houſe-top, and 


got to bed to Moll, at the next Door, through the | 


Garret-Window. Stay, this is the Houſe ; let me ſee, 


I think I am Woman enough i in the lower Parts, and | 
I am ſure my Upper won't fail me. I have Braſs e. 


nough in my Face, and Depth enough in my Con. 


| ſcience to be really what I look to be—an E —_ 5 


Girl. Ifakins, I'll knock, come on't what will; 


ſure I am ſafe enough in this Dreſs, for tho? 1 70 no | 
new thing to find a Knave in Petticoats, tis an immo- 


deſt and an unlawful thing to look for him there. 


Le knocks, and Sir Timothy kol. out | 


at a Window. 


BE Sir - Tim. Who's at the Door ? 
Tobv. Tis I 


Sir Tim. Il, Who's 1? What's your Buſineſs? 


Toby. I wou'd ſpeak with Madam Leonora, Sir Tims | - 


thy Tongh s Daughter. 


Sir Tem. In what Language wou'l you ſpeak with 


her? 


liſh. 


Sir Tim. Good old En gliſh + / I'd have you to nov ö 


you mul 
5 my Daughter. 


Toby. Is your worſhip Sir Timothy Tagh his 0 own 
ſelf then? 


Sir Tim. I am the Man- 


good — E ngliſh, if you talk wit 


70 1 beg your Worſhip's Pardon, 1 come fron | 
15 die, Stitch in the New-Exchange, 13 pleaſe you St, 
and have brought home a new "Head for the young | 


. Lady. 


Sir Tim. What, Maiden, , you ſhall hate Admittance 


[He gozs from the Wink, 


To". | 


Toby. In what Language ? Why in good old Eng | 


to manage a thing diſcreetly. 


| you any harm in my Life, - 
© have Mercy upon me, dear Sir, for the Sake of my ſpot- 
lels Virginity. * 
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Toby. Rare Fortune, Ifaith! Well! I muſt needs ſay 
in my own Commendation, 'tis not every Body's Talent 
What will this Maſ- 
ter of mine owe me for ſo great a Service as I ſhall cer- 
tainly do him! When a Man has good luck among Wo- 
men, they ſay he was born under Caper-Corn, I think 
they call it, and I ſhall go near to prove that Caper- 
Corn my Maſter's beſt Planet. Adſme, I hear em open- 
ing the Door, now for it. 1 


[The Deor opens, and enter Sir Timothy 
wit) a great Blunderbuſi. and two Ser- 
vonts with Guns and Buff-Blts. 


Toby. Bleſs my Heart, what Figures are here ? 
Sir Tim. Houſewife ! I ſuſpe& you for a wicked Hy- 


pocritical deſigning Perſon, that has a Felonious Inten- 
lion to corrupt the Obedience of my Daughter: and, 

| Het you ſhou'd have more Rogues in Ambuſh, I iſſue 

_ arn'd, to defend the Honour of my Family. What are 


you? I ſay, what are you? 


Toby. Oh dear Sir! what do you mean? I never did 
oh ! oh! Loving Sir, 


[Runs behind Sir Timothy, w/o preſents 
his Blunderbufſs, againſt one of ! is o 


Servants. 


sir Tin. What are you? Speak, or you die. | 
Firſt Serv. *3life Sir, don't ſhoot me, I am Robin. 
Sir Tu. Adſo, a bad Miltake ! I am dim-ſighted tru- 


1y; but where is the Whore, the Bawd ? I know what 
Fort of a Shop ſhe keeps, by her hanging out the Sign 


of a Band-box. What do you do behind Houſewife ? 
your bulineſs is with the Fore-parts. Harry, Robin, 


preſent with me thus, and when I ſpeak the Word 
give Fire. | _ DL 


[They all preſent their Pieces at Toby. 
T6, 


6 be Walking Statue; Or, 

Toby. Oh dear Gentlemen! ſpare me! ſpare me 
— „don't ſhoot me, and Fa Il tell you all. 

[ He Heel. 

Sir Tim. In the firſt Place, as you hope to 1 
that abominable Life of yours, anſwer me the Truth, 
and nothing but the Truth ; whence come you ? 
Toby. From the E xchange an't pleaſe you. 

Sir Tim. What Buſineſs had you? 

Toby. The Exchange, Sir. 


Sir Tim. And what are you ? Jilt, ſpeak pgs, 


what are vou? 


 Tiby. The New-E nchanpe in the Strand, Sir. 
Sir Tim. What! are you the New. E xchange ? *dlife! 


ſpeak Senſe, or you die. I don't think the Tone of your | 
Voice Treble enough for a Whore, and therefore you | 


muſt be a Rogue, Sirrah. 
Tb. The New-Exchange indeed, Sir. 


Sir Tim. Sirrah, tell me Way, what Sex are you of, | 


S 
Toby. The . vpon my Word, Sir. 


Sir Tim. Is the Exchange your Sex, Rogue? Are ycu | 


a Man or a Whore, Sirrah? 
Toby. About the middle of the Inner Walk, sir. 
Sir Tim. Adflife, Robin, make ready. 


Toby. Oh! oh! ſpare my Life, and take my Ba 
box, Sr. 


Sir Tim. Give it me you Whore. 
Tobr. Iam no Whore upon my Honour, Sir; I am 


but Squire Sprizhtly's Rogue Toby, make the the work 


of me. Wou'd I were buried lx Foot deep | in my Mal- 
des Dunghil. WS LAſide. 


[Sir Tir thy « 83 the Band-box and ! fink 


a Letter. 


Sir Tim. Let's ſee what's "IRE a Letter! Oh! Rogue, 4 
here, Harry, Robin, rifle the Ribbons. and ſee if there's 


ne ver another Snake in the Fool's Grafs. What's 
here? [Puts cn a Pair of Spectaclet.] To the lovely 
Hands of the engaging Le:ncr a- 


zooks, 


Fool! Aſs! Ad- 


. . 


| ndertook——Oh Rogue! did you ſo 


De Devil in the Vine-Cellar. 7 
,ooks, this Fellow makes Love like an Oxford Scholar. 
Il open the Seal. | | 


_ [He breaks oper. the Letter, andwhile the two 
| Fellows are fumbling in the Band- box, Toby 


fleals back. 
| Toby. Timor adds Wing as. [Ye runs off. 
Sir Tim. [Reading After many vain Endea- 
yours to get a Letter to your Hands, the truſty Toby 


1. Ha! 
where is he? | | 


| Firlt Serv. An't pleaſe your Worſhip, I believe 


| he got off while we were rummaging the Band- 


box. | 
Sr Tim. Tl] rummage you, you careleſs Raſcals; TII 


| teach you to plunder before you have ſecur'd the Ene- 
| my, you Dogs you. e 


” =; beats em with the B lunderbuſi off 


the Stage. 
SCE N E changes to Sprightly's Houſe. 
F prightly and Toby. 2 
Sprightly. Nay, Faith, Tcby, I pity thee with all my 


Heart; but thou may ' it make a moral Uſe of this un- 
hacky Accident, and learn to believe thy ſelf no wiſer 


aum other People. Go lay aſide the Woman, and 
luke up the Statue; all things are now ready for the 


alt Trial, and it ſhall be put in Execution this very 


Toby. Truly, Sir, if your WGrſhip pleaſes, I had ra- 
ber be the Carver's Man, than the Statue; for if the 
ald Knight ſhou*d find out the Trick, my Diſguiſe would 
be ſo heavy that I cou'd not run away, and he might 
2 to ſhoot me thro* the Head with his Blunder- 


8 The Walking Statue; Or, 
Sprightly. Piſh ! Fool! you know he's ſo purblind 


he can ſcarce ſee. | 
Toby. Ah, but if he can't ſee, he can feel tho', 


and, Sir, if he ſhould happen to tickle my Sides, Ihou'd | 


burſt out a laughing, and diſcover all. | 
 Spright. It's impoſſible he ſhoule ſuſpe& thee. I ſaw 
the Statue at the Stone-Cutter's, who told me, the old 


Gentleman expects it to be brought home every day. 


My painted Canvas is exactly copied from the Original; 
and the Pedeſtal it's to be plac'd on in the Hall is ſo 
high, that he won't be able to reach your Sides; or if 
be did, the Daub is ſo hard and thick, twould deceive 


a nicer Touch than his, TIl warrant.thee. But are the | 


Fellows at hand, who are to be concern'd in the Ma- 
nagement. 5 | 
Toby. They are all drinking at the next Ale-Houſe, 


and the Gentleman who is to act the Statue inſtead of 
me, Sir, is a Man every Inch of him! He married | 


Woman who had beat fix Haſbands to Death with the 
 But-Ends of their own Muſkets, and in three Night's 
time made the wild Beaſt ſo very tame, Sir, that ſhe fawns 


Kicking, 


* Spright. Thou haſt an odd fort of a Simile, Toh: | 


But hark! ſome body knocks! Go, fee who it is. 


Toby gres out, and re- enters with Cuttum. 


Toby. An't pleaſe your Worſhip, this is the Gentle 
man we were diſcourſing about. N 
Spright. May I know your Name, Sir? 


Cutlum. I am vulgarly known by the Name of Cor- | 
poral Cuttum ; I have been a Soldier from my Cradle, | 


and a Cuckold from my Marriage-Bed, Sir: I have 
run thro? all the Mazes of Fortune, but cou'd neet 


lay hold of the Gypſie: I believe Pm too honeſt to be 


proſperous in this Age; and if I live much longer, 


hall be-too old to be knavi/p, I would gladly = 


283 8 


— 


upon him like a Spaniel Bitch when ſhe's afraid of a | 


ſot 


of 


to! 


kon! *i] fe; Sir-—— bear a Beatiag ? 
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| ſome Uſe of my Time, Sir; for I have lately learn d 
to remember, that I came of a Race ſo much the Re- £ 
; | verſeof my way of living hitherto, that egad 
if I continue honeſt much longer, I ſhall be the only 


Fool of my Family. 

Spright. Pray Mr. Cuttum, what Country are you 
of? 

Cuttum. Why, Sir, to tell you the plain Truth, 
there is no Country will own us, and we own no 
2 ; we ſhou'd be French by our Air, and Spa- 
niards dy our ſteps, Sir; but a parcel of ſcoundrel 
Rogues about Town wil! needs have the Cuttums to 


- be an Jriſh Family, for no other Reaſon egad, than 
| the Reach of their Aſſurance ! 


Spright. Have you no Friends in Town to apaly 


Cuttum. Yes, Sir, there's « Relation of mine, gene- 


_ rally known about Town; he's a kind of a Wit, and 
das writ Plays; but he has an odd Humour, that 
makes him incapable of ſerving a Kinfman, 
_ Spright. What Humour is that, pray? 


Cuttum. Why, Sir, be has been fo fond of fathering : 


: | Stranger's Children, that he ſcarce knows how to look | 


upon the Son of a poor Relation. | 
Spright. Well, Mr. Cattum, you are a merry Fellow 3 


you know the Tak, and the Reward d deſigu J you, L 
 luppoſe. 


Cuttum. My worthy Friend Mr. Toby,— bere; has 
inform'd me at large ; and i am ready to prove with 
bow mich Zeal I wou'd undertake an Action of greatec 


1 Difficulty upon a leſs Temptation. 


Sprię Tht. I aſſure you, you have heard: he 07 moſt of 


Four Danger; come the wordt to the wortt, "ts but 
= eating and that I pre une you cou 4 bear witln 


Reſolu tion. 
Cuttum. Am Ia Cuttum, and do you alk ti: at et 
| Why, there's 
not a Branch of our Family, but has Paiicacc enough _ 
„ | S PI 3 


io The Walking Statue ; Or, 


that way for an informing Conſtable, Bailiff*s Follow. | 


er, Female Tatler, or Marſhal of France, egad. 


Spright. That's well; I think all Things are now | 


in a Readineſs; we'll go in, and about it preſently, 


But hark'e, Toy, is your Diſguiſe come Home yet? 


Toby. Four Hours ago Sir. But now you 
talk of a Diſguiſe, am I to be a Jew, or a Gen- 
tile! | 


 _ Spright, Oh! a Jew by all means. Come along, Mr. 
Corporal; while you are getting ready I'll inſtruc 
y_ what to ſay to the Lady, for the ill ſucceſs of my 


ther. | 5 
Toby. Well! of my Conſcience, my Maſter is the firlt 


— zer 5. 
F [They go in. 


: 88 E NE Sir Timothy's Houſe, 
| Sir Timothy and Leonora. | 
Sir Tim. Sbud! don't tell me of my Promiſe ; aſk 


any Stateſman in Chriſtendom, if Promiſes are Chains 


on a wiſe Man's Will. Tis true, I told the young 


Fool Sprightly he ſnou'd have you, but that was when 


no Body of a better Eſtate was of his Mind Girl. 
Leon. The Ties of Duty, Sir, firſt led me to encou. 
rage Mr. Sprightly's Addreſſes, in obedience to your 


ds; and now the Ties of Honour forbid me to 


wrong a Man who ſo ſincerely loves me. 
Sir Tim. I gave him my Word, that if he cou'd out- 
wit me, be ſhou'd keep what he got with my Good- 


Will, and a good Fortune; bus alas! poor young Fool, | 
his Birdlime is no better than Chaff, and an old Foul 
is too wiſe to be taken by it. I have defeated five | 


or ſix of his Projects already; and if he comes wits 
33 | CINE: | 5 5 the 


* 


BSEaRS 25 23S 


alt Letter forbids me all Thoughts of ſending ano» 


that ever went about to ſend a Meſſage by a Stone 


: 


388 


| 


in, Sirrab! 
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the Reach of my Blunderbuſs, have at him, by Sir Je- 


| "Thi Oh, Sir ! you are the moſt barbarous of Fa- 
| thers! and have centriv'd this ſureſt Way to make me 


miſerable. | 

Sir Tim. Goodnow! Goodnow ! pretty Turtle-Dove! 
how naturally it mourns the Loſs of its Mate! Come, 
come, tis juſt your Sex ſhou'd ſhare a little of the Sor- 
row you beſtow, Houſe-wife! A Woman's Tears are 
like Show'rs in April, a neceſſary Ingredient to make 
vp her natural Compoſition of Change and Incon- 


| Nancy, 


Enter a Servant, 


Serv. Sir, here's a Man without has brought Home 


2 great Stone Thing, that looks like the Great Turk, 


Sr Tim. How! the Statue! bring him in, bring him 
V 


| Lew. Sir, you are likely to talk of what 1 don't 


38 and if you pleaſe, I'll retire to my Cham- 


Sir Tim, No, no, pray ſtay, Daughter; I'll warrant 
you, if Sprightly was coming inſtead of the Statue, you 
wou'd not be in ſuch haſte to, be gone; but you Wo- 
men never care much for a M of Marble ! 

Leon. I am all Obedience, Sir. 1 


[She turns her Back upon the Door, and 
leans penſively againſt the Hangings. 


1 on 


. . alking Statue Or, 


Re-enter the Servant with Toby di:guis'd like a Jeu, 
with great Whiskers, and a ſhort Cloak, folleu d by 
four Men hearing in a Frame upon which ſlands Cor. 

Poral Cuttum in the Poſtur? of a Status. 


Toby. Save you Sir! -have a Care, have a Care 


| gently, gently, I ſay. Sir Mr. Chiſſel has ſent home g 


your Statue, Sir, and where wou'd yon pleaſe it ſhou'd 

be ſet? Have a Care ſay, gently, gently.  _ 
Sir Tim. Stay! let me put on my Spectacles, and Pl 

tell you preſently Humph ! who are you, Sir? 
Toby. I am by Profeſſion a Statuary, by Country 


a Portugueze, but brought up in England ; by qua- 


lity a Foreman, alias a Journeyman, and by Religion 
a Jew, Sir. 8 

Sir Tim. A Jew? Adzooks! what have you to do 

in a Chriſtian Country, Sirrah ? „„ RS, 


Toby. Ha, ha, you are pleas'd to be merry, Sir! 


But where muſt the Statue be plac'd, an't pleaſe | 


you ? 


Sac? - - - 


Toby. Set him down there, gently, gently, be care- 


ful how you place him, pray Gentlemen —8⁰ 
now he ſtands right; Fe —{tay without till I 
come to you. | 


[The four Bearers go cat, 


Sir Tim. Let me fee how this Statne looks, — 


Ads my Life! a pretty Piece of Workmanſhip truly! 
But pray, Friend, why did not Mr. Chiſſel come him- 
| ſelf? Am I ſo bad a Cuſtomer, that he muſt fend Ser- 


vants to do my Buſineſs ? Nay and Heathen Servants. 


too | 
Tet;. 


Sir Tim. Placd? [Aſide] Egad I don't like this | : 
Fellow, he ſays he's a Jew, but he looks like a Phiſi- | 
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Toby. Your Worſhip, I perceive, is a facetious old 


| Gentleman. But my Maſter, an't pleaſe you, is ſick at 


ſent. 
Sr Tim. Old Gentleman ! Sirrah ! Ts that your 
ure Breeding ! Get out of my Houſe, you Rogue! 


that Levetical Face of thine ſtirs up my Indignati- 
£4 


Toby- I beg your Pardon heartily, if I have ſaid 


I 17 Thing that offends you, Sir; but pray don't be 
in a Paſſ on for nothing: Is not the Work done as you 


expected it. 


[All the while Sir Timothy is talking with 


-| 


] 


Taby, Cuttum makes whimſi cal Motions 
from the Table to Leonora, who leans mo 
. and don't obſerve him. 


Sr Tim: Expected it, Sirrah ! I did not expect to 
| have the Figure to be ſent home by a Rogue of a 
ſew, Sirrah | Let me look all round the Piece; egad 


is ten to one but the *— Dog bas circum- 


asd my Statne ? 

Toby. Ha. hs. ha, ha. 

Sir Tim. Ville in, Raſcal, what am 1 to be laugh'd at 8 
to my Face! 

Toy. Ha, ha, hs, you muſt excuſc me, Sr, ha, ha, 


hay I vow you are the pleaſant'ſt Tentleman of your 
| Ape that ever I met with. | 
Sr Tim. Again at my Age Sirrah ; here Rehbin, Fo- 


nathan, quickly, bring me my Blunderbuſs. Sirrah, = 


det out of my Houſe, or Fil break off a Limb of the 
| fans, and knock out your Brains with | it. 


THe run to pul Ta cne f the Statue“ 
Legs, and Cuttum kicks him down 
backwards with the other. 


Toby. 
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Toby. life! all's out! I'll make off while I en. 


[He runs ou, | 


Sir Tim. Rogues! Murder | help ! ! Dogs! Murder 
Murder ! | 
Leon. Heav'ns, Sir, what's the Matter? 


Sir Tim. Matter! you Baggage? Don't you ſee 


what's the Matter! That long bearded Rogue of a Jew 


has affronted me to my Face, and beat out my Teeth 


behind my back. Rogues! Robin, Harry, Jonathan! | 
what muſt I be murder d, and no body come to my A. 


filtance ? 
| [He runs out, calling = F 
Servants. 1 
Cuttum. I am. glad he's gone, for my Heart | 
_ Ad plaguily, 8 he came to pull my Leg off 


is a lucky Miſtake that he ay 1 Toby ruck ** 
5 but Il take this — to — to * 


C 1 down, and Palks » towards Le 
onora, who turns and ſhricks at bit 


— her. 


Ls Oh! Heay? as, what's here! Ghoſts ! Spirits! 


Devils! Ah! Help! help! help! 
Cuttum. Nay, gow we are all undone, and egad! if 


you die a Maid, tis no more than you deſerve; for you | 


: — unſeaſonable * ! 


(Hera runs fo the Table, i gen 
up, and lands in his old poſture; but for haſſe 


miſtakes , and puts the wrong Leg ferwards. | 


Leon. Ah me! I ſee too late, this is a Trick of 


Sprighthy 80 


Enter 


Euer Sir Timothy, and bis Servants. 
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Oh! Sir! I was half frighted, but beg our Pardon 


| for alarming you; being in a melancholy Humour, 


bad forgot the Statue ſtood upon the Table, and 
booking that way on the ſudden, took it for a nak- 
of thn: e VV 

Sir Tim. Oh! did you ſo, good Daughter! I ſee very 


bell what you wou'd be at; this Exceſs of your Folly 
| betrays the Lewdneſs of your Thoughts. Let's ſee, 
| that Raſcal Jew beat off my Spectacles oh! here 


Well! I vow this is a very curious Piece 


| of Sculpture ! No real Fleſh and Blood cou'd appear 


more lively. If that Knave Chiſſel had not ſent it 
by a Jew, I cou'd have been extremely pleas'd with 


Le views Cuttum all round, who expreſſes a 


| But ſtay ! I forgot to look whether I have not hurt 


iu! 


the Leg tho — Adſo! what's here? I am ſure 

tis Limb does not ſtand as it did juſt now. Daugh- 

| ter! Daughter! : 
7 Þ Jos 


= ar Tim. Look here, is this the right Poſture or 


[While Sir Timothy turns to [peak to his | 
Daughter, Cuttum puts his Leg as it was 
1 — . 5 


| Leen. Right Sir! Yes, pray what ails it? 
dr Tim. Ails it? Slife I am bewitch'd———T am 
re the Devil's either in me, or my Spectacles ; why 


| vas but this Moment the Leg ſtood here, and now— 


16 The Falling Statue; Or, 
| Cuttum. Death Sir, ſtand out of my way, or youre | _ 
as dead as a Door-Nail. [ Aſide.] Sliſe I'll be gone | bo 
while I may; if I ſtay a Quarter of an Hour longer, 1 | 
| ſhall be pounded in a Mortar. _— 
wg [He leaps down furiouſly, and runs outs 3 
5 3 JM 
Sir Tim. Hey day! is my Houſe become an enchant. | at 
ed Caſtie ? What a plague ! 1 ſhall be hooted at 6 | th 
walk along the Streets, if this Jeſt paſſes on me! here! | 
follow me, ye Raſcals, I'll! Statue the Dog, Il warrant | 
him. 1 8 
| | [He runs cut with his Servants after | 
Cuttum. _ INT 7 
5 Leon. What a wretched Condition has my Folly | 
brought me to? If I flip this Opportunity of eſcaping | 
while the Houle is in ſo great Confufion I ſhall be | 
_ miſerable for ever. Pl! get out the Back-way, and | Rc 
truſt Fortune for the Event of my Undertaking ! be 
| [-e gef cut. |, 
SCENE Changes 10 a Court-yard, wilt | 
5 a Well in it. 5 | 
Enter Toby frighted. | W 
an 


Toby. Here have I crawl'd about this Quarter of aa in 
Hour, and can find no means to reach the Door, with 1 
out being diſcover'd by ſome of the old Fellows 
Maidenhead-Watches! and, if I ſtay here much longer | |, 
the Danger will be equal. A Pox take Petticoats, for | 5 
Toby, if this is the Effect of following them! What | * 

| thall I do ?——let me think a little ! Adsbobs 


I have it, I have an old black Maſk in my Pocket witi | 
Horns upon it, I'll tie it on, and creep down into yol- | 
der Well, it looks like a dry one; or if I am drown'd, | 
'tis a better Death than being drubb'd to 2 ö 
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ii ne quietly all Night, 2 d in the Morning 


bolt thro' the Door in my Vizor and black Waſtcoat; 


it may ſo happen that the Rogues will take me for 


| the Devil that they fay walks in this Neighbeurhood, 


and give me free Paſſage But firſt, down Cloak, 
that if the Well be deeper than ordinary, I may be 
ſure to fall ſoftly ; T'll tie on the Maſk when I'm ſafe 


| at the Bottom. So now for it ! Neck or nothing, as 


the Proverb ſays. 


[He throws dun his Cloak, and gets 
into the Well. 


| Reventer Sir Timothy, and the Servants with C uns, 


Staves, &c. 


| Sr Tim. Who wou'd have thought that the font 
| Rogues who brought in that Dog of a Statue, ſhou'd 


have waited ſo cunningly to carry him off again upon 
Occaſion; Adzooks but we maul'd them in their Re- 
treat! Go, ye Rogues, get ye into the Cellar, and 


drink yourſelves drunk as a Reward for your Valour. 


- [The Servants go cut bewirg: | 


well! after all! this Sprig/2ly is a brave bold Fellow, 
and deſerves the Baggage heartily ; for I never cou'd 
imagine till now, that any Woman in the World was 


worth a Man's venturing a Knock cn the Pate for: 


My Daughter is afraid of a Reproof, and is crept lilent- 
ly into her Cloſet. Vil not diſturb her till Morning, 
but go write an Account of this Night's Work to her 


' good old Grandmother in the Country. | | 
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SCENT dayr ws Oe webs 


Witket in the Front Scene, and di iſcovereth 


the Servants fitting round a Black Jai, g 


Drinking and Merry. 


Firſt Serv. Here, honeſt Thomas, here's to hos 
Second Serv. Prithee, what Subject ſhall we be on to 


Night? Politics are grown muſty, Learning is below 


Men of a genteel Education, and Scandal you knoy, is 
taking upon us the Converſation of our Betters. 

| Third Serv. Why faith, ſince we have leave to be 

merry, honeſt Thomas had belt ye us a Song 
Second Serv. A Match Boys Il ſing you 

| a Song of my own making. No 


Firſt Serv. Of thy making ? What! ! a \ Footman turn | 


Poet! 2 


Second Serv. A Footman turn Poet! ay sir; ; why 1 
not? ſince the Poets have met with Footmen's Encou- 
ragement, Footmen have taken up the Poets Proſeſl- 


on. 
Third Serv. But how can a Fellow without Lean - 
ing, Brother Thomas, be a Maſter of that feeling, 
touching way that the Poets talk of? 
Second Serv. Phuh! Fool! the Art of Poetry is the 
Gift of Nature ; and 'twou'd be no new thing to tell 


the World, that there's many a Footman can touch, 


and move, "and feel, and ſtir up the Paſſions with the 


beſt Poet in Chriſtendom. But liſten to the r avg 1 


— 


| Here a SO N 6. 


All Serv. Rarely al alc, Thomas. 
Third Serv. Adzookers, he has pleas'd me ſo well, 

that Pll een make bolg with a Bottle of the Fne 
Wine 


ly. 
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wine my Maſter has ſet a cooling in the old Well there, | 
and treat ye like Gentlemen. | 
All. Why, that's kindly done now. 


Third Servant riſes ; and opening the Wicket 
takes out a Bottle, and holds it between him 
and the Light. e 


Third Serv. Let's ſee, I think I have got the right 
| fort ; tis not! this 1s the Rot Gut Rhe- 


[While the Fellow turns to look at the Bottle, | 
Toby, having put on the black horn'd Mask, 


_ thruſts his Head cut of the Wicket ; and tie 


Servant going t0 rs the Bottle, ſtrikes 
it againſt his Forehead. | 5 


|| Third Serv. Ab! the Devil! the Devil! 
| | [Throws down the Bottle and runs backward. 


By Serv. life, there's the Devil in good ear- 


7 oby. Rogues, Thieves, Tl be among you ſudden- 


| ue tumbles forward into the Cellar. 
| Second Serv. Oons! Roger, 1 1 Devil's among(t 
JJ) | 

| MM. lp! help! the Devil! d 


e Devil ! the De- 


| [They beat one another down, and burry out 
headlong, and Toby after them. 


. The 
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The SCENE changes to the Hall 
Enter Sir Timothy with os Blunderbuſi. 


| Sir Tim. Here Harry ION Y! Tonathan! 
Rogues! Raſcals! where are you ; what's the — 
below? Hey yl * here to do. | 


Enter Servants running. 


Fir Serv. Help help! the Devil! 

Tyhir Serv. The Pope! the Pope! the Devil! 
Second Serv. Oh ! Sir! the Devil has taken Poſſe. 
on of your Worſhip's Cellar. 

Sir Tim. The Devil! you Rogues! and are ye fach 
_ pitiful, cowardly, unchriſtian- ſould Fellows, as to be 
afraid] of the Devil. Adsbobs ! would he had been im- 
| Pudent enough to have come into my Preſence | V4 
have Devil'd him with 2————'{life, Rogues, {tan 
out of wy Way Help! help! help! 


th the mid! of Sir Timothy's Speech, | 


appears at the Hall Door, and 


1 5 


D ot as before. 


Toby. Well! I have better Luck now I am a \ Devi, | 


than I had when I was a Woman; and ſome arch 
Waggs wou'd from thence take Occaſion to ſwear, that 


the Devil is the leaſt of the two Evils. But I have no 


time to be witty at preſent. I ſee the Street Door o- 
den, and will ** hold on the om 


THe goes a | 


Ee. 


night beats down his Servants, | | 
and “ out ff; the Men follou, | 


5 


Vi 


S 


vil of my Breeding. 
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Re-enter Sir Timothy, and the Servants peeping. 


Sir Time. Is he gone? 
Second Serv. I think the Coaſt is clear at preſent. 


[They come forwards. 
Sir Tim. Vil ordain a Yearly Thankſgiving to be kept 


| on this Day throughout my Fanuly, for the wonderful 


Deliverance. 1 
[L oud Knocking at the Door. 


| Stand cloſe here! for Heav'ns ſake ſtand wy for I'm 
on raid he's coming again 


[They huddle cloſe together, andſtand 
gazing as in Expectation; and en- 
ter Sprightly unt Leonora in a 
Mas, attended by Corporal Cuttum 
and Toby i in hi: Viz _—_- 


| Sir Tim. Deliver ms, ye Pow' rs, for vonder, the 
devil return'd with his whole Family. | 


Spright. Ha! ha! ha! poor Sir Timothy, 'tis a De- 


[Pulls off Toby' s Mask. | 
Toby. 'Tis I, my own ſelf, in very deed, Sir. : 
Sir Tim. Why then in very deed, Sir, I wiſh the 


| Real Devil wou'd run away with the Pretended one. 
5 + Adſme ! Sir! if you wiſh your Wiſhes upon 


Til ſnatch off my Friend the Statue's Leg here, and 


| 224 your Brains out. 


vir Tim. to Cuttum. Why, were you the Dog that | 


was turn'd into Stone, Sir? 


Cuttum. The very ſame at your Service, sir. 
Sprighl. O! Sir! Love has been Author of ſtranger : 
Metamorphoſes than any in Ovid. | 
Sir Tim. And pray, Mr. Spright/y, what pretty Part 


ue ** to Act in your Turn here 


Spright 


| Lady. 


Leon. Our 5ſt "EY Sir, i is for your Pardon ; and 
our next, that you will pleaſe to ratify our Articles of 
Agreement, according to the Promiſe * were pleas d 
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Spright. A double one Sir, in Conjuntiion with an 
[Takes off Leonora's Mask, and kneel; 


with her to Sir Timothy. 


to make us. 


Sir Tim. Confuſion ! Furies! Devils! Witchcraft! 
Rogues! Thieves! Tricks ! Damnation! Conjeration? 


and Diſtraction ! 


Sprigtt. Come, lovely Leonora, Jet us follow him, 
and mollify his Paſſion by Submiſſion and Intreaty ; and 
may ovr Examples teach the we this certain | 
> — N | 


o L ove, like the Palm. Tree, by O 3 grows, ) | 
Cbechd, like flop'd Rivers, more impetucus flows, > ; 
Aud, like Antæus, peers Strength from Bon. 


| [Heraves, and lamps, and runs f the Stage. 


Sag gg zs =2 


| pri: 


Books and Pamphlets, publiſdd by the 
8 | Printer hereof. | 
New Academy of Compliments : or, the Lover's 
\ Secretary. Being Wit and Mirth Improv'd, by the 
molt Elegant Expreſſions uſed in the Art of Courtſhip, in 
divers Examples of Writing or Inditing Letters, relating 
either to Love or Buſineſs. Alſo, the Silent Language: 
f | or, a complete Rule for diſcourſing by Motion of the 
4 | Hands, without being underſtood by the Company. 
I Together with Inſtructions for writing Figure-hand, Bills 
8 ? of Exchange, Receipts, caſting Accompts, &c. The Sig- 
t- | nification of Moles, and Interpretation of Dreams. A ne- 
- ver failing Method for Women to get good Huſbands. 
o which is added, A Choice Collection of above Eigh- 

| ty favourite Love Songs, Merry Catches, and Jovial 

_ Healths ; being the neweſt now extant. With plain In- 
id oF 5s — JS IT 
mn | The Triumph of Wit: or, Ingenuity diſplayd. Be- 
ing a diverting and uſeful Academy. Containing, I. The 
| Art of Complimenting and Wooing, with curious Let · 
a | ters and Anſwers in the moſt Elegant Style, on ſundry 
| | Occaſions, both for Pleaſure and Imitation : Alſo Titles 


| of Honour, Directions for Letters; Poſies or Motto's 
to be uſed on ſundry Occaſions. II. The Interpretation 
of all ſorts of Dreams. III. A Diſcourſe of Palmeſtry, 
Philognomy, and Chiromancy ; with eaſy Directions 
| how Perſons may make Judgment thereby. IV. The City 
a Country Jelter : Being a curious Collection of ſur- 
: | prizing and witty Jeſts, Puns and Bulls. V. The Myſte- 
| ry and Art of Canting, with the Original and Preſent 
| Management thereof, and the Ends to which it ſerves 
_ | und is employed. Illuſtrated with Poems, Songs, and 
| various Intrigues in the Canting Language, with the Ex- 
planation, &'c. _ ED eo 
The Hiſtory of Fair Roſamond, Miſtreſs to Henry II. 
| | And Jane Shore, Concubine to Edward IV. Kings of 
| England. Shewing how they came to be fo. With their 
lives, remarkable Actions, and unhappy Ends, Extract- 
eld from eminent Records, and the whole Illuſtrated with 
Cuts ſuitable to each Subject. . * 


5 — — 


C4T4LOGUE. 


The fortunate and unfortunate Lovers: Or, the Mi. 
tory of Doraſtus and Fawnia; and of Hero and — 
The Whig's Supplication ; or the Scotch Hudib 
a Mock Poem in Two Parts. By Sam. Colvil. Price u 
Britiſh Sixpence. Ditto fine Paper, bound in 
Calf and Letter'd 15. 14. 
A Pocket Companion for Free-Maſons. Containi 
1. The Hiſtory of Maſonry. 2. The Charges of a Free- 
Maſon, &c. 3. General Regulations for the Uſe of the 
Lodges in and about the City of Dublin. 4. The Manner 
of conſtituting a new Lodge, according to the antient 
Uſage of Maſons. 5. A ſhort Charge to be given to a 
new admitted Brother. 6. A Collection of the Songs of 
Maſons both Old and New. 7. Prologues and Epilogues, 
ſpoken at the Theatresin Dublin and London for the En. 
tertainment of Free-Maſons. 8. A Liſt of warranted 
Lodges in Ireland, Great-Britain, France, Spain, Germ» 
ny, Eaſt and Weſt-Indies, &c. Price a Britiſh Sixpence, 
7 The Goldfinch, a Collection of celebrated New Songs, 
| ſome of which were never before printed. To whichis 
added, A ſelect Collection of above One Hundred Eu. 
gliſn and Scots Songs. Price a Britiſh Sixpence. 
An Hiſtorical Memorial of the moſt Remarkable Pro. 
ceedings of the French Proteſtants in France, from the 
Year 1744 to 1751. Tranſlated from the French Ori- 
_ ginal , printed at Ad. Sixpence- halſpenny. 


-: PLAY 8. Flora, or Hob in the well 
The Tragedy of Cato. Cobler of Preſton. 


SGecorge Barnwell. The Brave Iriſhman ; ot, 
» Tancred and Sigiſmunda, Captain O'Blunder. 
Recruiting Officer. The Devil to Pay; or, the 
Beggar's Opera. Wives Metamorphos d. 
The Siege of Derry. The Walking Statue; ot, 
The Gentle Shepherd. dhe Devil in the Wine 
Re FARCES _ _ Cellar, 
Miſs in her Teens. The Honeſt Yorkſhire Mas. 
Mock Doctor. The King and the Miller. 
Damon and Phillida. Sir John Cockle. 


Vintner Trick d. The Toy-ſhop, Cc. = 


